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into the dangerous conversation and that MIshatka had run
-"but of the room.
Nodding his head at Natalia, one of the men said :
" Typhus ? "
" Yes/'
* They talked among themselves in undertones, then left
the kitchen. The last of them had hardly turned the corner
when rifle shots rang out from across the Don.
Bending double, the men ran up to the half-ruined stone
wall of the enclosure, lay down behind it and, rattling their
rifle-bolts vigorously, began to return the fire.
In a terrible fear Ilinichna ran out into the yard to look
for Mishatka. The men behind the wall called to her :
" Hey, granny, go into the house !  You'll be killed ! "
" Our boy's in the yard. Mishatka! Darling ! " the old
woman called, with tears in her voice.
She ran into the middle of the yard, and at once the
vring from the farther bank of the Don broke off. Evidently
the cossacks had seen and recognised her. Mishatka ran up,
and the moment she had seized his hand and entered the
kitchen with him the firing was renewed, continuing until
the Red soldiers had left the Melekhovs' yard.
Talking in whispers to Natalia, Ilinichna set the dough to
rise. But she was not destined to bake the bread.
Towards noon the Red Army men of the machine-gun
outposts in the village hurriedly abandoned the yards, and
made their way up the slopes to the hill, dragging their
machine-guns after them. The company holding the
trenches on the hill fell in and went off towards the Hetman's
highway at a swinging march.
At once a profound silence fell and extended over all the
Donside lands. The guns and machine-guns were stilled.
Along the roads, over the grass-grown summer tracks, from
all the hamlets baggage trains and batteries stretched in
endless lines to the Hetman's highway ; infantry and cavalry
marched along in columns.
Gazing through the   window,   Ilinichna  saw   the  last
Red Army men  scramble  up  the  chalky spurs  to the
ihill,   wiped   her   hand   on   the   curtain,   and   feelingly
crossed herself.
" The Lord has brought it to pass, Natalia dear. The
,,Reds are retreating."
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